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	Dungeons

p style="text-align: center;"emHello fellow readers! This is our first story, but we haven't quite finished it yet. The first chapter is set to release very soon, but here is a preview of it. Enjoy! - Hannah, Megan Megan/em/p  
>p style="text-align: left;"span id="docs-internal-guid-7e7e2f23-e7df-4777-1112-f85b32fd34ea"span style="font-size: 14.6667px; font-family: Arial; vertical-align: baseline; white-space: pre-wrap; background-color: transparent;"Dungeons, my biggest fear. That is where it all happened. I remember the day vividly. The doors were locked and there were no windows. I was stuck in the dark, but then the lights flickered on. I saw a dark shadow emerge from the closet. Now I wasn't sure who it was, but I recognized the distinct features. I could feel fear creep up on me, chills were sent down my spine, and then the lights went out again. I felt a cold finger crawl down my back, making me scoot against the wall. "W-who is it..?" I murmured. The dungeon seemed to get colder by the second. The temperature seemed to drop and I felt a crisp, cold wind entangle with my fingers. The figure's voice went low, and whispered in my ear "You don't recognize me?". I said shakily,"N-no.". A mysterious snickering came from the corner. "Just let me go, what do you need?". Suddenly an ear shattering smash came from the doorway. There was a black hooded figure standing in the doorway, looking around curiously. My glasses seemed to fog up to the point where all I could see was a translucent white. My heart skipped a beat, "Leave me alone...Please," I whispered. There was no reply, just silence in the darkness. I heard footsteps walk around me, and a warm breath caressed my neck The breath was at a slow pace, causing me to try and move away. A hand got hold of my throat, standing me up like a puppet. The air left my lungs. I felt my heart stop for a slight second, and then I collapsed onto the ground. My vision went blurry, and my eyes slowly closed.span/span/p  
>p style="text-align: left;"emPlease feel free to leave comments and suggestions on the story. In case you were confused on whose perspective this was in it is in Harry's POV. I hope you liked this preview! em/p 


End file.
